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“A Reporter
at Armageddon”

ME Armageddon that Will Trwimn de-
seribes in his reprinted picees
gathered together in book form is not the
battlefield, the No Man's Land, those
dreary expanses of desolation and death
in France that have grown o be the pres-
ent day connotation of that Biblical name.
On the contrary, it is the eivilian world
far behind the war mone, ms it was af-
ferted by war conditions in the spring
and summer of 1917, that he deseribes
with so much humor, charm and pictur-
esqueness of toueh. Furopean news comes
to us so plentifully in these days and is
1esd so avidly that what happened in 1917
seerss n very famliar tale that has been
swept away iuto the psst, overslaughed
by the thnll of the American army’s tri-
unnhant perlicipation in the war and by
the no Jess keenly felt triumphs of our al-
lies.  But mwan’s interest in mankiod loses

-~ WILL IRWIN
AUTHOR OF A REPORTER ﬂ'MMﬂH

no whil of its kecnness even in the slirring
duoys of war; and it is for that resson we

. find so much to admire in Wil Trwin’s

pages. d

His reporter’s tales begin with a de-
scription of o March passage across the
Atlantie to Cadiz on o Spanish steamer
with itz attendant diseomforts of body
andd perturbation of mind over passports.
The reader follows him to Madnd, puus-
ing for some admiring phrases for the
baguty of the women of the Spanish eap-
nal and for the ety itself, and then goes
with bim to every reporter’s real destina-
fion 1n these war times, Paris, Mr. [rwin
indulges himself 1o the inevituble “daily
hate™ by his tales of how the Germans
treated the Ameniecan relie! workers in
Belgium and the brutalitics and repres-
siomz imflicted on the Belgiens themselves.
But, this ehapler aside, his nurrative rups
to the sannier side of life, not alone in
Pans, but as 1t 15 displayed in a British
air foree camp back of the lines.

He iz ut lus bes| in his deseriptions of
The American Vaeguard m Paris and s
anmuated accounts of the eole-
bration by French and Americans of the
Fonrth and Fourteenth of July, two na-
gional holidays that now seem, as they
probably will for many years to come, ns
s fOImon ]l--l'l'T!:‘_,‘l', & common CHnse i‘nl'
celebratioon. s pictares of the-weleome
the Amgrienn soldiers received by the peo-
ple of Parls are magterpicces of deserip
tion throush
the venclion of Franee to whant
,l'-!"\‘llll},{ meant o convey h}' bies :ljn-w-h,

lowing,

wlich sounds, 1 a dieper

radene,

“lafoyerte, we are here” His dave in
Switgerdand (vl re Armeagredidon 1S
dirought verv gear threugh 4he tnke of

the intermed Drtsh prasonems xvigtums of
Xporima
sntercsiing, as

n barhantie<) and Traly are equally

1% Tns one

at the Dradiun front nuder fire, For oo
piersanad touch Aln Irwin Srushey Dis dasok
Witk some skoiches of his esperens
“lhagnee a e with eratery”™ forgewvels ot
Y. M. C. A, hats for the Amenen:
ra. Onemiy Titteve My Trin s
s madiory ws moch pdeasure with
biis “Orutory” ders )
Yhiewe purgres,
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“(,hecrful---By Request”

By DOROTHY SCARBOROUGH.

DNA FERBER'S new volume, Cheer-

ful—By Request, is the best eollee-

tion of short stories {hat she has yel
writlen,

And that is saying 2 good deal, for she

has dome some admimable work. The

staries incloded here have all been pub-
lished previonsly in inagarines, so that it
is hike meeting old friends to see them in
book form. Oue remembers the charne-
ters in Miss Ferber's fiction. and the
themes she develops, even though ome
may forget the titles of 1he stories or the
tune of their publication. Her work jas
a satisfying sense of actuality about it
that many of the current wagarine stories
lack.

Futore historians of present day Amer-
ican fiction will do well to puy especial
attention to the writing of Edna Ferber.
Her work has an Americanness that gives
it a particular appeal. Tt is frauk, spon-
taneous and open hearted; expressive of
the biguess of American qualities. It is
also rather erude in ecerfain respoes, us
are the people she represcnts, but it is
a crudeness that is of the surfuee ouly,
and that does not reach o the spint,

Breadth, Woman's Feeling.

Miss Ferber's stories have a human qual-
ity that is not common. Here is 8 writer
who knows life, who senses its meanings as
well s its manifestationz, who ean in-
terpret as well as reveal it. Miss Fer-
ber's fiction shows & Lroad, maseuline
knewledge of life in varied aspeets, eomn-
Lined with an intuitive svmpathy that is
tssentinlly woman's. Sbe can look be-
neath the drab exterior of life and s
the beart of it. She ean study 1 common -
place charaeter and show the thwart.-i
dreams, the frostrated Lapes, the slow ut
it of ambition and inspiration tlut
a easual ohserver would not compndend.

Aliss Ferber is particulsrly goo? fa ber
=tinanes of fanuly L {e. The uverarss madudle
cluss bomes in sweall villages, the onding Ty
"1's In eities, have
for Ler so that she
Apirities! 1s

therr walls wil'ulren
can see their reslitics,
well as waterial. \‘-._' e

through Fer eyes the pelty selfisines< «fF
certam vothers and siaters, Lhe Lna..t'.,ul.

and daugz! taa

Gran O1d 1"‘,‘4‘ 15

nopele<s sacrifice that sor =
sometimes make. The
an admirsble picture of an Amncriean
home, and of the martyrdom of an oller
hl‘ullﬂ'r‘, as T‘u" Elidest shows the desolale
hitteruess of the sister wiw zives up ler
hfe for ber family

Her Stageful.

The present colleetion shows an iyter-
esting variely of Ameriean (vpes, siage
characters, shop givls, women i the home
—wives, spinsters, young girls—voung
soldiers snd sailors, Paris buyers for
Ameriean firms, officials in botels and
workers of all Linds. Miss Ferber is
less Lappy in depieting fureign types,
however, for ber Ilalians are overdrawn,
her French people lack individuality, and
lier one Englishwoman, “the guidmg Miss
Gowd,” in Rome, i5 Jess naturnl than ant
of the American women iu the book, Miss
Ferber's sucoess liess m portiuying her
own compalriots.

There is a good deal of lnmaor in the
book, rather plilasophie humor that is
somctmues toucles] with  bitterness—not
Misa Ferber's own—revealine a keen ob-
servation of life and 2 sesrchinge
prehension of clameter.  The
wit of Jusie Fifer, kecper of the wirdrobse
of Ilahn and Lobman, i-
pathetic as well.

fon-
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amusing hat
But the r]n--ir-:-';ln[mn ol

the two seared awkward satlors st a hall
has no sadoess in it.
Two at a Ball

“Tyler Kamps and Gogweor Morin were
standing In the erowded doorvay of the

ballroom upstairs, i o paunie lesl some

girl shiould ask them to danee: fearful
lest ﬂa{‘_’.' be ;-'lr.-i"] LK Lattle Miss Hall
had broughi them o the very door, Lindd
left them there with o storn i unetion ol
to move, and bad eped away o seurch
of partners for them.

“Uunner Moran™s creat searla lands

were  knotted - anto  tisis Hi= A
apple worked convalsively.

“Let’s dock] be whispered Jpur-ols
The jackic bamd m the eomer erdsing
sute the opeuing bars of o \.l\ {rwt.

MM, it den't s - Bat 1
plain that Taler was weskening:  Anot
onwal aod Uhey wonld Lave furmed sind
fled But pommune toward them was it
Miss Hall, her Wond to0d bolbing
"und onl amoie the swaving eouples, At
Ller bright
[ e3 held Ler two vidlins '.l"ul-l':.'.,_-_

(HTOBI-R 6. 1918,
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They watehed her approach amd were
helpless to flee. They scemed 1o be gripped
by a horrible faseination. Their lunbs
were fluid.

“A sort of groan rent Maran. Miss Hall
and the two mirds stood bafore them eool,
smiling, unruffled.”

What Editors Say.

The eoditorial denmnd for cheerful
storics is satinized in the title story, (Checr-
Jul—By Eeguest.

“*The editor paid for the luneh (as edi
tors do). He highted his seventh ciga-
rette and leaned back. The eonversation,
wineh had zmpgzageed from the wur (o
Zulonga, and from Raspotin the Monk
to the number of miles & Darrow wonld
go on a gallon, murrowed down to the
thin, straight hoe of business.

“‘Now don't misunderstand. Pleas!
We're not presuming to dietsie,  Dear
me, no! We have alwavs felt that the
writer should be free to express that
which 15 in his —ah—heart. Bat in the
lust year wé've been swamped with these
drab, realistie stories. Strong, relentless
things, vou know, ubout dish washers,
with a lot of fine detail about the fozz
of grease on the nu of the pan. And
then those drear and hopeless ones about
fallen sisters who end it all in the East
lirver. The East River muost be choked up
with "em. Now, I know that 1ife 1s veal, life
is earnest and I'm not demanding a happy
ending, exnctly. Baot if you ecould—that
is—would vou —do vou gee your way al
all elear to gving us a furly cheerful
storv?  Nol pecessarily (lad, but net
so0 dammed Kussian, 1f you get me. Not
pink, but not all pray, either. Sav
muuve !

Just Some Girls.

There 1s eflective patlys as well s hu-
mor in this volume, pathes ol character
and of situation. We get it in the outery
of Josic Filer as she contemplates Sarah
Haddou's triumph,

“She's got evervthing a woman eould
wish for. Me, I Laven’t gol a thing. Not
a blamed thing! And yel they say every-
tling werks out in the end aceonding to
some scheme or other.  Well, what’s the
answer to this, I wonder? 1 ean’t muke
it eome out nght. T guess one of the Big-
ures must bhave go! away from me.”

There 15 tragedy au the earcer of the
“eav old doe,” the leading characier in
e ook, We are sym-
¢ tears ol pretity Julsa,
~werlhicart be-

tle best story
pothietie wndr 1l
wrrrellisd with her

alid mother.

w o huis iy

cagse of Lis gy

“Sadie Cose towk the girl’'s Lhond in
lers

“Jo's all 3:_'in But Jo's mother
woi't bother von any more, Sadie. You'll

ver pesd to give ap your honsekeoping

pest oz for her agmn, Je teld e to
bell von
“JIuhia sturwd at lber for one dresdiul
L ber fist, with the Kuuekles shows-
, prissad aeeninst ber wment] A
Igile moon enme Trom Ler, that repeated
over ryel OVer, taw k the ‘-I'I'ifl l‘-j worils

=ty h‘anh!, if I conld u-.T;. luke back
what T said to Jo! T T conld only take

—

F erber S Stones

back what I said to Jo* He'll never for-
give me! And I'll never forgive myself!’

“‘He'll forgive you,” saill Sadie Corn;
But you'll never forgive yoursell. That's
as it shonld be. That, you know, is our
punishment for what we say in thonght-
lessness and anger.’”

CHEERFUL—BY RBFEQUEBT. Ry Epva
Fexner. Doubledsy, Page & Co. $1.40.

“War Verse”

FR.‘L\"K FOXCROFT'S War Terse is

largely a eollection of fugitive verse
from seatlered sourees and rather obscure
writers, but as there are fine familiar
pocms by Rupert Brooke, Alan Beeger,
Winifred Letts, Jolin MeCrae, Gilbert
Chesterton aud other well known poets
the omission of snch war poems as Joyes
Kilmer's The White Ships ond the Red,
and Margaret Widdemer’s The Old Road
to Paradize scems sirange.

With the exception of Alan Seeger's T
Have a Rendezrows with Death, there
are but three or four peems by Ameri-
cans, Florenee Eade Coates and Dr.
Ilenry van Dyke being amoug those rep-
resented.  The eollection as a whole is elo-
quent in spirit and of unusually sustained
excellence, especinlly as 8 number of se-
lections are taken from men i action
quite unused to profissional writing, and
in some eases killal even before their
verses were in print,

Mr. Foxeroft hss included several
poems by Katherine Tynan, oue of whiek,
New Heaven, we gquote:

“Paradise now has mauy o Kuight,
Many s lordkin, many londs,
Glimmer of armor, dinted and bright,
The yvoung Knights have pul on new
swornds.
“Somwe bave Larely the down on the lip,
Smling yet from the new won spurs,
Their wounds are rubies, glowing and
deep,
Their sears amethyst—glorions sears.

“Michae!'s army hath many new men,
Giravest Knights that may it in stall,
Kings and Cuaptains, a shining train,
But the little voung Knights are dearcst
of all.

“Parsdise now is the soldiers’ land,
Their own country its shining sod,
Comrades all in a merry band;
And the young Knights'
pleaseth God.”

lnughiter
WAR VERSBE,
Thomas Y. Crowell Company.

Evrrep vy Fravk Foxcrorr,
$1.25.

Gentlemen
At Arms

In this bock of vivid stories of the
war by a man who knows writing
as well as he does fighting. are clear-
cut pictures of the men at
;wk lalh:utmty-m‘:;‘:lhm
uckles as well as tears, courage
and cheerful patience. It is the men,
not the fighting. mlhuhoukﬂut
stick in one’s mind. "Centurion™
llth:pﬂlmedl&duhm
Officer. Ml
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Gentlemen
At Arms

THIRD EDITION

THE

MOST IN-

TENSELY

FELT

AND .

CLEARLY o The Education of

LRAWN Criffith Adams

h:;,r ﬁ‘;} Fhila. Ledger: “To read

OF A cven a few pages is to

VAN'S be elutehed irresis tibly

FORMA- by its ulmost unrqnh\

TI\.F - F wlity, to  feel
Mpr Creeé us a prufnurul_\

YEARS impressive and  searel-

ing picture ™

£1.58 net \

P xfggg- E. P. DUTTON & CO-

extra 681 Fifth Av., New York

The Saving Grace
A Comedy in Three Acta
By C, HADDCN CHAMBERS
Played with greal success at she Gar-
rirk Theatre, 1 ondar wl now heing
prrformed By the o les Frobhuan

tompuny ot e Fmpite Theatsre In
New Yark, I'rive o0 con 5, Bl poy opr £xird,
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